Address me (as usual)  P O Box 275  Augusta Ga
Jan 2nd  1879
My Dear Dr Holland:
I rec'd your
note returning the poem I had offered
you.  Of course I comprehend perfectly
the dilemna in which you are editionally
placed by the accumulation of such pieces.
Apropro, allow me to ask of you
a favor.  About 4 or at least 3
years ago, you accepted some verses of
mine, called "In a Spring Garden."
Unless it should inconvenience you (in
which case, consider my request unmade),
please destroy the "MS" of this performance,
or make a note not to publish it!
I'll tell you my reason, hereafter.
If payment was advanced for the piece,
I will return the money at once.





As you percieve from the paper I employ,
a great afflication has come upon me.
Two weeks ago, it pleased the divine
Father to take my honored mother (in her
74th year) to his eternal rest.
--Ah, Heaven!  how these blows hurt
us!  To love a mother is actually to lose
a partial portion of one's own Spirit.
Forgive my troubling you, &
believe me,
Most Truly always,
Paul H Hayne.


